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groups feeding on the loads of hay that the
farmers had sent to relieve them. The whole
sweep of the Fell was flooded with thin sunshine,
and little rocks stood out in it like islets of ebony.
The snow, on the farther Fell, was more scattered
and lay in streaks like marking on a tiger's back.
The sheep moved in black sequence against the
running stone walls. There was silence every-
where, except for the rhythm like a humming
voice of the distant falls.

He rode on, through forest again. As he
approached Watendlath in his purple coat on
his great white horse, the distant white fells,
like pummelled pillows, shining down on him,
he might have been some knight-at-arms riding
into the Forbidden Land. He seemed to be
more and more withdrawn from the world. He
was high up among the hills, and yet this meadow
and stream had the quality of a mysterious valley
that would later on be rich with flowers and
enchanted with the voices of birds. But to-day
ice and snow and rock ringed him inexorably
round.

Soon, looking down, he saw the odd dumpy
shape of John Green House, Judith's home. A
queer little place indeed, crouched into the soil
as though it feared a blow, its narrow windows
peering blindly on to Armboth Fell that here was
split to allow a beck to tumble down the hollow.
There was the chattering of the beck, the bark
of dogs, the lowing of a calf, but before he had
reached the door Judith had seen him, had run
out, had almost pulled him off his horse in her